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off with the lorry. So now the whole crowd squealed on him, and
by the time the coffee was found more than a dozen men were hurt
and surprised to find themselves in Chaves, awaiting stiff sentences.
The squealing business was the most surprising. My false police-
man had given Yves away, and had blackened him more than truth
demanded because the police had tried out on him the old trick of
saying that Yves had given him away. It was squealing and squealing:
practically every man in Chaves was there because an associate had
given him away.
The most terrible and the most disgusting thing about the men of
the underworld was the way they treated those of us who had but
one aim: to go on with the war against the enemy of God and man.
Every day there arrived Frenchmen, Belgians, Poles and Czechs,
done in and betrayed by the Marseilles crooks. There was, for
instance, a small batch of men of different Allied nationalities who
chartered a sailing vessel for a huge sum from these chevaliers de la
lune. A motor launch came to collect them to take them out to
their ship. The launch deposited them on a barren rock outside the
harbour of Marseilles, and the poor fellows were glad when the
police launch discovered them: at least, they could get some water
and bread.
As bad as the crooks, if not worse, were the foreign racketeers
and black-market men. They were mostly recruited among Central
and Eastern Europeans. They sold counterfeit dollars and pounds,
sham gold bars, false ration cards, oil, sardines, sugar and everything
else that meant quick gain and meant more misery for the French.
They all knew my diamond merchant, and their opinion of him was
unfavourable. They declared they gave him a wide berth. Coming
from such authority I mildly reflected I must have been rather a
sucker.
It's not without interest to record that a good eighty per cent
of the Marseilles crooks were of foreign origin. Scarcely any of
them came from the north and centre of France.
There was one Austrian refugee whom I liked. His was a sad tale.
He managed to get a false passport with fake Brazilian and French
exit visas. It cost him a fortune. His girl friend had sold him to
the police. Her explanation was that the police had promised her
a genuine exit visa if she got a few fellow refugees into trouble.
So she started on the man who kept her. I was sorry for that man,
for he stood prison badly and even -in prison he was being robbed
right and left.
It was now a very different Chaves from the one I had known.
There was almost no food in prison. The bread ration had been cut